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Author's Notes: 
Inspired by the video for \'l\m Afraid of Americans\" as well as the melodic structure [and the overall vibe] 


of the songs on / Outside, particularly \"Outside\" and \"The Heart\'s Filthy Lesson\" 


| 

Asphalt polished by rain and neon blue pink red lights recedes from his vision within the tinted rectangle of the 
taxi's back window. The world outside is made of glass with multi-coloured imperfections, reflections and 
refractions of reflections like rainbows in an oil slick. One imperfection is stark black, nearly six feet tall, a pale 
moon face pushing out of the darkness. 


It stands at the curb. Its face turns to watch as the taxi slides past it. 
"Dumb bastard," the driver says. “Only idiots stand in the rain" 


"He's an American," he says. The driver whimpers out a protest. He doesn't care. "I can't say he'd know how to 
keep out of the rain" 


Leather ripples and cracks as he turns to look behind him. The figure remains at the curb. It might be looking 
at its shoes. Might be looking at the concrete. Might be reading the Fung Wa Laundry sign across the street. 
His eyes might catch on and follow the crippled plastic shopping bag that flutters and hovers over a grate. 


Its white face slams into his eyes, the flash of a camera in pitch darkness. The glare and image and aftershock 


follows him every mile of the way home. 


2. 
"Anyone see the taxi yet?" 


Three dancers stand beside him. Two men and one woman. Hastily packed duffel bags thump against thighs as 
they shift from heel to toe. One of them coughs. "Kinda chilly," the woman says. "Can't wait to get home and 
crawl into the shower," one of the men says. They lapse into silence, rocking back and forth. It's a while before 


the woman says, "Here's our cab." 
He ponders asking them to make room for him. It's an idle thought. 


He's in New York. A second cab is coming along any minute now. He pulls back his sleeve and squints at his 
watch, turning the scratched face into the light and toward him from where it sags against the back of his 
wrist. Small hand somewhere between the 3 and the 4, longer hand near the vicinity of (he squints) (counts 
under his breath) 45. Some time between 3.45 and 350 AM. Do you know where your kids are? 


The back of his scalp itches. He reaches up to scritch one fingernail under spiked, Day-Glo orange hair. He rubs 
the pad of his finger against the protrusions of his skull for several beats before he realizes that it's not an 


itch. 


His blood warms. Or it slows to a drip. It moves so that he is aware of his own veins. His breath catches in his 
lungs, his trachea dries out, his stomach pressed back and up by suddenly tense muscles so that he stands at 


the curb, insides illuminated in his head like a chart of the human body. 
My God. They could slit his throat. Plunge a knife into his heart his stomach his eye. Break his bones. A 


terrible inertia clambers up his limbs, sinking hooks into his skin until he knows fears feels the blow to the 


head. 
He whirls around, hears his own breath escape in a panic. 
Nothing. 


No, not nothing. His veins pulse. He jerks to the left, darts eyes to the right. Looks behind him. His shoes 


scrape along lose city debris as he sways in a circle. His hands hover before him, as if warding off a blow. 


His right arm rises higher, palm flat and shielding his face as two headlights streak toward him. The night 
bleaches away and exposes his back. His face panics, his stomach panics and crushes into his heart, his mouth 
falls open to scream. 

"Taxi!" 


"Where to, sir?" 


Young, Arab fellow. Mahmoud reads the ID slid behind a defaced plastic seat pocket. He gazes at his passenger 
through the rearview mirror. "Where to?" 


He gives his address and presses his back firmly against the seat. The back of his skull is exposed to the rear 
window. He drops his head back, wriggling his body further down the seat so that all of his limbs are safely 
covered by the upholstery. He's gripped by the need to drop his whole body onto the seat, bring his knees up, 


curl into a foetus position. 

"Bad night, eh?" 

"Yes. Yes..." 

"I get you home soon. No worry." 

"Yes." 

The cab pulls away from the curb. 

His heart eases its frantic pump of blood. 

And the figure in black, white face following his taxi, remains behind. 

3, 

Heavy wooden slats clatter closed as he pinches the receiver's mouthpiece with his chin. Gail sounds 


incredulous on the other end. 


"Look, man, we all get that heevy jeevy feeling every now and again. God knows | jump at shadows. And that's 


without pot." 
"| don't do drugs anymore, Gail." 


"Might be an echo. Some spill over of paranoia" Rasps a sigh within her throat. It sounds like fingers across 
sandpaper over the phone. "Look, you're being silly." 


"I've seen him three times." 
"Lots of kids wear black nowadays." 


Its not a child. It's a man. Dressed in black. Straight, shoulder-length black hair, pale face. Long. Dark eyes. Gail, 
| know the shape of his nose." 


There's a pause at the other end. It lasts too long. 
"David..." 
"Gail, 'm-" 


"Don't tell anybody else. l'm gonna make some calls, get you a security guard. Tell the others he's your new 


cook or something." 

"| should leave this place." 

"Don't be silly. Im only humouring you. You've got an entire team of musicians and dancers and riggers and 
roadies and the whole gaggle of it counting on you. Sir. | suggest you get some rest and forget you ever called 
me. Okay?" 

"Gail-" 

"Expect your security guard tomorrow." 

The line drops off. He stands for a while by the window. He releases the slat he'd been gripping for most of 
the conversation, peeling each finger back with care, as if unwilling to disconnect his body from their reality. 
His organs and his veins and his skin hum and shiver all the time now. Everything around him is empty space, 
weighed down with promise. Uneasy promise. Violent promise. Static promise. 

He cradles the receiver against his chest and presses his back against the wall. 

He is incapable of closing his eyes. 

The Security Guard arrives at a quarter to noon the next day, refuses to notice the hollowed, dark circles 
under David's eyes. 

4. 


Americans love guns. 


The Security Guard is American. 


The Security Guard has a gun. Keeps it in a bulging holster by his hip. Conceals it under his grey T-shirt. 
Places it on the kitchen table at night as he pulls it apart and cleans it and puts it away again 


David lies in bed at night with the sheets wrapped tightly around him and there's a gun in his apartment. He 
screws his eyes shut. They snap open again. The gun is still there, downstairs, on the couch, in the kitchen. In 


his apartment. 


5, 

He cancels the five remaining shows. "Don't do this," they say. "We're doing so well. We'll lose millions." He loses 
his patience and tells them to bugger off. They say, "Fuck you." He says, "You may do that," and doesn't say 
anything else to them again. 


The Security Guard eats toast by the window. He swipes the crumbs onto the floor, dusts his fingers. "I'm 


gonna do a round outside," he says. 


David nods his assent two minutes after the guard has gone. He's listening to the empty spaces of his 
apartment. Waxed wood panel floors, corners, stairs, the loft above the studio space, the skylight. No 
footsteps, no turning latches, no slow, heavy breathing at his back. Warm air blown with delicate precision at 
the nape of his neck, against the fine hairs along his skin, penetrating skin to cascade down his spine. Warm 


breath. 

He slaps his hand against the back of his neck and turns around. 
Outside. Look outside. Don't lose your edge. 

He cracks open the slats. An inch, one inch more. 


The sight of Him no longer gives David a jolt. He already knows the figure will always be there. He stands at his 
window and gazes across the street. Neither of them moves. A young mother pushes a pram. A red Honda 
hugs a curb and disappears. Two men walk past with brisk strides, one man gesturing with the flat of his 
hands joined together in prayer. They move past and away. The figure remains still throughout it all, a white, 
fixed spot surrounded by black and motion like dapples of sunlight across the water. 


He misplaces time, the very concept of it, as he looks at the figure, waiting, although he fears what he's 
waiting for. He was in a fight, decades ago, when he lived inside the skin of a much younger man, and his left 
eye was damaged beyond repair. It caught him by surprise. Just a fist slammed into the side of his face and 
he supposed it hurt. He didn't have much time to think about it. No school yard boy stood across from him, 
lifting his fist higher day by day, waiting for him to work out where it would land, what he would break. 


Something just broke. In the blink of the very same eyes that took the brunt of it. 


The figure doesn't raise a fist. It raises its chin Gestures toward the apartment building's entry door. 
Gestures again, patiently, when he doesn't move. Fingers once more grip a window slat, a few seconds of reflex. 
He moves away with heavy feet. The air feels like water, needle cold tons of it slow his every step, feet and 
arms kicking out and forward, lungs straining with the effort to go down the stairs, to cross his living room 
and to not notice the crumpled something curled up at his side of the door. 


"Gail? What was his name? The Security Guard?" 


He could be taking a nap. Curled up and taking a nap. With his neck tossed back in that odd, odd position and his 
lips twisted just so, that little hint of blood across his teeth and tongue. 


"Gail? | think something is going to happen." 

b. 

The Security Guard no longer has his gun. 

An American stands outside. 

Americans love guns. 

Outside. Something is waiting for him outside. 

1. 

He stands at his side of the door, within the 2,300 square feet of world that still belongs to him. He thinks 
about dragging The Security Guard's body out of the way, along the floor and into the bathroom, the laundry 
room. He has to get rid of it. Someone might come. 

He steps across the guard's legs and torso and comes to stand behind its shoulders, his own body wedged 
between the corpse and the door. Hooks his fingers under the guard's armpits. Its head lolls left to right on its 
broken neck. It had been a heavy man, and it took longer than he had expected to straighten out its lead limbs 
and then drag it across the room. His neck stretches taut as he strains with the weight, nearly shoves it into 
the bathroom with his feet. It keeps flopping over, like a stubborn Jack-in-the-Box. He shuts the door on it. 
Telephone. 

That's his next step. Call Gail. 


"The Security Guard is dead. | am alone. He has keys to the apartment building.” 


Pictures Him creeping up the stairs silently, the body of The Security Guard slung over one shoulder. "He's 
drunk," He might've told anyone coming down the stairs, on the elevator. Quiet steps all the way up to the last 


floor, to the red door of David's apartment. The Security Guard neglected to lock the door, and he did not think 
to drive the bolts home, to hook the chains and keep Him outside. 


Outside the apartment. Behind the door. 


He picks up the receiver. Gail's number has been replaced by empty spaces in his mind. He hunts it down 
among the neurons, eyes flicking across the numbers on the dial pad. Pens and empty envelopes trip his fingers 


as he searches for an address book, thumbs it open, flicks the pages. He breathes through clenched teeth. 
"Gail? Gail, can you hear me?" 
Silence. 


Shadows stand out on the wall in front of him, stark black railroad tracks against dying, blue and grey light. 
The window slats. He considers that, what with everything that has been on his mind, he hasn't switched on 
the lamps. The sun has just set, the walls bleeding from a warm honey to steel grey. One hand rises, he 
watches it impassively, curious as to what it hopes to accomplish. Its fingers fan out, come to rest on the 
dangling lamp chord. Index finger and thumb meet over the rounded end of the chord He stands immobile, the 


receiver still held against his ear, as his fingers pull on the chord. 


"He's cut the power," he tells Gail. The empty space that should have been Gail. "And he's cut the phone line," 
she replies in his head. "I'm scared, David. Are you all right? David?" He shudders in a breath. His hand drops 
away from the lamp chord, drifts down to his thigh. 


He hangs up the phone. 


8. 

No sounds come from the other side of the door. The shock of night descending upon him has softened to the 
light, smudged greys and blurred, suggestive blacks of sitting alone in the darkness. He hugs his knees against 
his chest and sits at his side of the door. 


He has a bed in the loft. He has candles in the kitchen. The door has bolts and chains. He doesn't think about 
any of them. His thoughts swirl and ebb and always return to the figure at the other side of the door. If he 
stands, the figure stands. When he finally sat down, the figure sat down as well. Or maybe it remained standing. 
Maybe it was leaning against the door frame. He pictured its pale face, high cheekbones and a long, curved 
nose, and he couldn't peg it as the kind to lean against door frames. Rather, it stood with infinite patience, 


arms loose by its side, chin inclined, eyes fixed on his peephole, on the fat tears of red paint he hadn't 


bothered to smooth out. 


Which hand held The Security Guard's gun. That was the one detail that never changed. It hung casually against 
the figure's right thigh, finger cocked over the trigger. 


It would hit David point blank above the eyes. 
Break through his left eye and out into the room. 
It would smash into his heart. 

It would lodge in his lungs. 

He lowers his chin over his right knee. 


His lungs slow, the volume of his body dropping away organ by organ until he's down to his heart. It says, 
"Outside." Outside. Outside. Outside. He blinks. "Hold on," he says. Hold on. Hold on. Outside. Hold on. Outside. 


A figure. Outside. 

A body flopped over at the waist in his bathroom. Silence on the phone. 
Hold on. 

Hold on. He sits inside. Waits. 

Outside. Outside. 

Hold on. 

q 

He stands and turns the knob. 


He throws open the door and the pale face slams into him with the force of two dark brown eyes like the roar 


of a shot. 


He throws open the door as everything outside slams into his eyes like the flash of a gun 
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